THI  M AaiTR  OF  THX  IBLI8. 

An<l  th«  fulk  are  all  wtir; 
for  m  ■traoitrr  Id  tb*  ofling 
Dr4wt  tbciD  duwD  u>  gaia  at  b«ff, 

la  tbv  (rmy  of  Mirly  nM/inlim, 

HIaek  •kbImI  tb»  oranga  atraak, 
Maklnii  In  bvlow  tb*  ladir**. 

With  no  rcitnn  kl  hrr  peak. 

Somrtblog  DiakM  tlirlr  haarta  noMur 
Aa  tbrr  iratoh  thi*  lonK  bluek  bull. 
•     for  nhc  l>iinKs  tbr  atorm  babind  brr 
Whila  bafora  brr  thara  la  loll. 

WItb  no  pilot  and  un«pnk«n, 

Wbara  the  danrlnii  Itrrakar*  ara, 
PfMcgtl*  (lilt-  rrtrn  and  raeca 

In  aeruaa  the  roaring  bar,— 

Roand«  ari<I  luflTa  anil  comra  tn  ancbor. 
While  the  irbarf  britlna  to  throng. 

Silence  fall*  iirion  the  women, 
And  mUglrtnv  atlm  the  itrong. 

Then  with  aome  o'lacnre  foreboding. 

Aa  •  grnybalred  watcher  amilea. 
They  perceive  the  fesrleai  captain 

ta  the  Manter  of  the  Ulea. 

They  recall  the  Uleak  December 

Mauj  itreamlng  years  avo, 
When  the  <«tmii((er  had  been  nigbteil 

Driving  nhoreward  with  the  anow ; 

When  tbe  M»itter  came  among  tbrm 
With  bU  calm  ai>cl  juurtly  pride, 

And  had  nailed  nway  at  Nandown 
With  pale  Dnra  for  hl«  bride; 

How  again  he  came  one  Hummer 
iVhen  tbe  herring  schooU  were  lat© 

And  ha^  cleitred  bef.ire  the  morning 
With  old  Alec'a  aon  for  mate. 

There  wa*  glamour  with  tbe  Master ; 

He  had  tales  of  far^jff  (ie«»  ; 
But  bis  habit  and  demeanor 

Were  of  other  lands  than  these. 

He  had  ne<tT  made  the  Harbor 
But  there  stilled  awny  with  him 

Wife  or  child  or  friend  or  lover. 
Leaving  eyea  to  strain  and  »wlm,— 

Strain  and  wilt  for  their  returnlnn. 

Yet  they  never  had  come  b."»ck  ; 
For  tbe  pale  wake  of  the  Master 

la  a  wandering  fading  track. 

Just  beyond  our  utmost  fathom 

Is  the  anchorage  we  crave. 
But  tbe  Master  knowA  the  soundings 

By  the  reach  of  every  wave. 

Just  beyond  the  last  bortion, 
Vague  upon  the  weather-gleam. 

Loom  the  Faroff  Isles  forever, 
Tbe  tradition  of  a  dream. 

There  a  white  nnd  brooding  summer 
Haunts  up^a  the  gray  sea  plain, 

Where  the  gray  sea  winds  are  quiet 
At  the  sources  of  the  rain. 

There  where  all  w  'i-'    ary  dreamers 
Get  them  forth  m  ti  Ar  release. 

Lie  the  colonies  of  the  kindred 
In  the  provinces  of  peace. 

Thither  In  tbe  stormy  sunaet 

Will  the  Master  sail  to-night ; 
And  the  village  will  be  silent 

When  he  drops  belovi  the  light. 
Not  a  soul  on  all  the  hillside 

But  will  watch  her  when  i>be  dears, 
Dreaming  of  tbe  Port  o'  strangers 

In  tbe  roadstead  of  the  years. 

"Port  o'  Strangers,  Port  o'  Strangers  !" 
"Where  away?"  "On  the  weather  bow." 
"  *'  Drive  her  down  the  clo»ing  distance  I"    .    . 
That's  to-morrow,  but  not  now. 

What  imperial  advinture 
Some  wide  moaning  it  will  be, 

8w»^p*na  In  to  Lonely  Haven 
From  the  ehartlesa  round  of  sea  I 

How  imposlog  a  departure, 

While  this  little  harbor  smiles. 
Steering  for  the  cuter  aaarim 
Wi'h  the  Master  of  the  lalca ! 
KiKiiscnorr, 


AV  AFTIBWOED. 

Brothek,  tba  world  abov*  f»« 

\m  very  fair  toUar, 
And  all  thin&s  seera  to  lov*  joti 

Tbe  old  accustomed  way. 

Here  Id  tbe  heavenly  weather 
In  June'a  white  arma  you  sleep. 

Where  once  on  the  bills  together 
Yor<r  haunts  yon  used  to  kaep. 

The  Idling  sun  that  lasas 

Along  the  open  fleld 
And  goaalps  to  the  dat  ies 

Of  secrets  unrevealed  ; 

The  wind  that  stirs  tbe  graaaea 

A  r!*?!n*nt,  KQ'i  then  atiUa 
Their  trouble  as  he  passes 

Up  to  the  darkling  hills,— 

And  to  the  breeiy  clover 

Has  many  things  to  say 
Of  that  unwearie<I  rover 

Who  once  went  by  this  way ; 

The  miles  of  elm-treed  meadows; 

The  clouds  that  vovage  on, 
Htreeling  their  nolfeless  shadows 

^rom  the  countries  of  the  snn ; 

The  tranriuil  river  reaches 

And  the  pale  stars  of  dawn ; 
Tbe  thrushes  In  their  beeches 

For  reverie  withdrawn  : 

With  all  your  forest  fellows 
In  whom  the  blind  heart  calls. 

For  whom  the  green  leaf  yellows. 
On  whom  the  red  leaf  falls; 

The  dumb  and  tiny  creatures 

Of  flower  and  blade  and  sod. 
That  .llmly  wear  the  features 

And  sttrlbutes  of  God  : 

Tbe  airy  mlgrsnt  Wmers 

On  gauzy  winK/llf  fire, 
Those  wanderers/wd  rosmers 

Of  Infinite  J-sii* ; 

The  ralnbirds  and  all  dwellers 

In  solitude  and  peace. 
Those  lingerers  and  foretellers 

Of  Inflnite  release  ; 

Yea.  all  the  dear  things  living 

That  rove  or  bask  or  swim, 
Remembering  and  mlsgivig, 

Have  felt  the  day  groiv  dim. 

Even  the  glsd  things  gro-rtng, 

Blossom  and  fruH  o.nd  «tem. 
Are  poorer  for  yonr  going 

Because  you  were  of  them. 

Yet  since  you  loved  to  cherish 

Their  pleading  beauty  here 
Your  heart  shall  not  qulfe  perisu 

In  all  tbe  golden  year : 

But  God's  great  dream  above-  them 

Must  be  a  tinge  less  pale 
Because  you  lived  "to  love  them 

And  make  their  Joy  prevail. 

Haw^-bosn  Dili.. 

midsuhmsb  e.j,  iwz, 

A  BOBnr  SOHO. 

"O  lover,  be  loyol.  lover,  be  loyal. 
Lover,  be  loyal  while  life  Is  new  I" 

A  robin  sann  from  the  April  boogh; 
And  her  male  sang,  "  Love,  be  true  t" 

For  the  burden  of  morrow  is  more  than  now. 
And  the  rain  must  fi^llow  the  griding  plow. 

"O  lover,  be  loyal,  lover,  be  loyal. 
The  year  Is  going,  the  days  are  few! 

Bed  was  the  morning,  gray  Is  the  rain." 
And  her  mate  siing,  "Love,  be  true!" 

For  the  griefs  of  morrow  are  more  than  now. 
And  tbe  gulls  mav  follow  the  griding  plow. 

"  O  lover,  be  loyal,  loTcr,  be  loyal. 
Lover,  be  loyal  thy  whole  life  through  I 

Bed  is  the  rain  wh^re  the  sua  goM  down." 
And  her  mate  sang,  "  Love,  be  true !" 

For  the  Joys  of  morrow  arc  more  than  now, 
Aa  harvest  follow*  th«  griding  plow. 


THI  TIAOEDT  OF  WILLOW. 

"Wathii.  Water  of  the  wood  " 

Raid  the  llsanmc  willow  tree, 
"Take  me  with  you,  tawny  Water, 

Down  the  summer  to  tbe  ■••  I" 

"  Willow,  Willow,"  said  the  water, 

"  It  Is  weary  far  to  sea ; 
Bat  It  jon  will  lore  me.  Willow, 

You  shall  l(«rn  to  mn  with  lac." 

"Water,  Water,"  said  the  willow, 
"  Yon  are  brave  and  you  are  strong ; 

Here  among  the  olteot  shadows 
I  have  loved  you.  loved  yoa  long." 

"  Willow,  Willow,  on  my  hoaom, 

Hurry,  burrr.  bide  your  far#: 
Then  across  the  world  together 

We  will  lead  the  wind  a  race." 

**  Water,  Water,  how  you  babble ! 

Yet  I  know  we'll  never  part. 
For  my  little  face  Is  bidden 

Deeper,  deeper  In  your  heart." 

"  Hurry,  hurry,"  said  the  water, 

"  Let  us  wander,  let  as  go ; 
For  I  hear  the  bush  of  summer. 

And  the  calling  of  the  snow." 

•'  Water,  Water,"  said  the  willow, 

"  Walt  and  I  will  go  with  you. 
I  am  only  common  Willow, 

But  I  love  you,  love  you  truel" 

Willow,  Willow,  how  I  wonder 

That  you  can  be  so  deceived. 
When  you  know  the  spendthrift  Water 

Never  yet  has  stopped  or  grieved ! 

Water,  Water,  how  I  wonder 

You  can  make  sn  much  ado 
Over  simple  little  Willow— 

And  be  glad  when  all  is  through  I 

THE  FAITHLEB8  lOVEE. 
O  Life,  dear  Life,  in  this  fair  hotise 

Long  since  did  I,  it  seems  to  me. 
In  some  mysterious  doleful  way 

Fall  out  of  love  with  thee. 

For,  Life,  thou  art  become  a  ghost, 

A  memory  of  days  gone  by, 
A  poor  forsaken  thing  between 

A  heartache  and  a  sign. 

And  now,  with  shadows  from  the  hills 
Thronging  the  twilight,  wraith  on  wraith, 

t'nlock  the  door  and  let  rae  go 
To  tUy  dark  rival  Death  '■ 

THE  FAITHrUL  LOVE. 

O  Heart,  dear  Heart,  In  t,Hs  fair  house 
Why  haKt  thou  wearied  and  grown  tired, 

Between  a  momiog  and  a  night. 
Of  ail  thy  soul  desired  f 

FOwd  one,  who  cannot  undc.ouii.il 

Even  these  shadows  on  the  floor, 
Yet  must  be  dreaiuiug  of  dark  lovea 

And  Joys  beyond  my  door  I 

Bat  I  am  beautiful  past  all 

The  timid  tumult  of  thy  mood. 
And  thou  returning  not  must  still 

Be  mine  in  solitude. 

MIHDHAM, 
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